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Summary: 


The Grave Eclipse has finally been ended, but Psynergy 
Vortexes are still appearing. The Tuaparang have begun 
launching attacks on cities all across Weyard. And perhaps 
the most troubling thing to Piers: Felix is still missing. 


The emergence of "Sol" adepts may be the key to finally 
understanding what the Warriors of Vale unleashed 30 years 
ago. 


1. anew dawn 
Author's Note: 


This is such an old fandom but | love it to death. | know 
this won't draw much attention but this whole story is 
kind of a passion project for me. 


Piers is not quite what Rief had expected. 


Their mother used to tell both him and Nowell bedtime 
stories about the rest of the Warriors of Vale, old memories of 
their adventures and the antics they’d get up to. Rief 
especially liked it when she talked about personal things, 
like the way the others fought or how they looked. Things 
that he couldn’t read about in a history book. 


She had described Piers as a rugged yet charming man of 
the sea, with cascading aquamarine hair and golden eyes 
glittering with mystery. Rief had imagined someone like 
Eoleo: boisterous, adventurous and unapologetic. But the 
man accompanying Nowell off the ship is nothing like that. 
His expression is melancholy, his eyes dull and dark from 
lack of sleep. There is no spring in his step as he makes his 
way down to them from the docks. 


Not that Rief could blame him; the Grave Eclipse must have 
hit everyone hard. But there is something to be said about 
how Kraden doesn’t seem surprised by his state, merely 


sending him a pitying glance. It’s as if he’s been like this for 
a long time. 


The Lemurian flashes them a grin that doesn’t quite reach 
his eyes, holding up a hand in greeting. “Kraden, been a 
while. You haven’t aged a bit.” 


“I could say the same to you! You don’t look a day over 30,” 
the scholar replies, before Nowell rushes forward to wrap 
them both in a bone-crushing hug. 


“I’m so glad you're safe,” she says, a bit teary-eyed. Then 
she lets go and takes a step back, clearly looking Rief up 
and down. “Look at you, all grown up! | can’t believe it. 
You're a hero now, just like mom.” 


Rief blushes, uncomfortable with the praise. “Matthew and 
Sveta did the hard work. | just froze some puddles of water 
and healed them from time to time.” Nowell clicks her 
tongue and rolls her eyes. 


Piers clears his throat, prompting everyone to look at him. 
“Any news on Felix?” he asks Kraden, who shakes his head. 
“Yeah... | figured.” His tone is resigned, mouth pressed into a 
thin line. “Well, l'II be off then-” 


“Nonsense! It’s been so long, have a few drinks with us! Or 
at least something hot to eat, as Mia will have my guts for 
garters if | allow her children to drink underage. | know a 
great place in town, it’ll be my treat.” 


“Ah, well...” Piers sighs and shrugs. “I guess it can’t hurt to 
set off with a full stomach. Lead the way, then.” The group 
makes their way through the bustling streets of Tonfon, 
following Kraden as he weaves in and out of the crowd. 
Vendors call out to them as they pass, trying to sell their 
various goods and morsels. The scent of hot oil and 
saltwater is ripe on the wind. 


They stop in front of a small shop in the western part of 
town, with the window displaying a few bowls of fried 
noodles with various toppings on them. A bell on the door 
jingles as they enter. The inside is golden-lit and intimate, 
with a bar along the left side and a few tables set up on the 
right. The owner calls out a greeting, recognizing Kraden 
almost immediately and gesturing for them to sit wherever 
they want. 


“Piers and | have some things to discuss,” Kraden tells the 
siblings lightly. “I’m sure you two do as well. Why don’t you 
go sit over there? We'll be at the bar if you need us.” 


Rief half expects his sister to argue, but she just nods and 
pulls him over to a table in the corner. Once there, she props 
her arm up on the table and rests her face in it. 


There’s a moment of silence where they just look at each 
other. Then Nowell sighs. “So. Is mom okay?” 


Rief grimaces. “I don’t know. We were up in that area for a 
bit but there were too many icebergs to dock the boat, so we 
never got to check.” Another beat of sober silence. A woman 
comes around to take their orders causing them both to 
scramble for the menu, pointing at the first dishes that catch 
their eyes. 


“Well!” Nowell pipes up after the woman leaves. “I’m sure 
she’s fine. She fought monsters when she was a kid, after 
all! And besides, if they needed shelter they could probably 
retreat to the Lighthouse, right?” Rief nods vigorously in 
agreement. 


“Yup, | think they’re probably fine.” He frowns. “After all this 
saving the world business, | can’t believe | forgot to be 
worried about her.” Nowell holds up a hand to stop him. 


“Hold it right there, mister. You had way bigger things to 
worry about. Besides, | think | was stressed out enough for 
both of us.” That earns a small huff of laughter. 


“So your trip wasn’t all fun and relaxation?” Nowell 
immediately whips her head around to check on the others. 
Piers is hunched over a steaming bowl of soup, looking 
forlornly into it as Kraden rambles on about some creature or 
another. She turns back around and gives Rief the Look. 


“Don’t you dare tell him | said this, but being on that ship 
with him was awful. | was expecting some fantastical tales of 
Lemuria or... | don’t know, being taught how to better use 
Psynergy? But he was just kind of... boring. | don’t think he 
even left the wheel unless we were anchored somewhere.” 


“Huh,” Rief says. “So no wedding?” Nowell punches him. 


Their food arrives: two plates of wide noodles with sliced 
veggies and meat on top, doused in a light peanut-sesame 
sauce. As they eat, Rief sneaks another look at Piers. “He 
looks really sad,” he mumbles around his mouthful of 
noodles. 


“Yeah, here’s the thing-” Nowell crunches on a piece of 
celery. “You remember mom’s stories about the other 
Warriors of Vale?” At Rief’s nod she continues. “Remember 
Felix? Well, apparently he’s been missing, and well... Piers 
has been looking for him.” She lowers her voice even more, 
practically mouthing the words. “For 25 years!” 


“Jeez!” The air of loneliness and grief around the older man 
suddenly becomes very apparent. “No wonder he’s like 
that... that’s longer than we've been alive.” Nowell nods 
somberly. 


They finish their meal, trading snippets of their adventures 
with each other in an attempt to lighten the mood. Nowell 
tells the story of a seagull couple that built a nest in a corner 
of the ship and how she got to see the baby bird hatch. Rief 
responds with a tale of how they spent hours trying to solve 
a puzzle in the Craggy Peak Ruins, only to realize that Tyrell 
was right and the answer was to just throw a fireball at the 
statue in question. 


Leaving behind a significant tip, the group leaves the shop 
happy and satisfied. They accompany Piers (who seems to 
be in slightly better spirits) back to the docks. Stopping at 
the side of the ship, he turns and nods gratefully to them. 


“Thank you for the meal. It was nice travelling with you,” he 
tells Nowell. “I suppose l'Il be off now.” 


“Piers,” Kraden starts, hesitantly. “Have you considered that 
maybe-” 


“Nope.” The Lemurian cuts him off, firmly shaking his head. 
“He wouldn’t have left without telling us. He was happy, 


helping rebuild in Kalay. Something happened to him. And | 
want to know what.” He stares Kraden down, as if daring him 
to argue. The scholar sighs softly and cedes the point. “Well, 
if that’s all then-” 


Suddenly, a white pigeon swoops down to perch on Kraden’s 
shoulder, tapping his head with its beak. “Oh? What’s this?” 
he says, untying a tiny scroll from around its neck. He 
pauses, scanning the document. “Oh! Oh my! It’s a message 
from Matthew!” 


Rief perks up. “Matthew?” Nowell raises an eyebrow at him, 
to which he blushes and glares at her. 


“Not good news, I’m afraid,” Kraden adds, eyes lingering 
towards the bottom. “They made it home safely, but it seems 
like their parents are missing. They want to meet at the 
Konpa Caves again. According to Matthew they’ve been 
cleared out for travel, so the fastest way to get there would 
be to follow the coastline down to the Harapa region and go 
north from there.” He turns to Piers, giving him a guilty look. 
“Any chance we could borrow your ship for a little while 
longer?” 


The Lemurian frowns, looking lost in thought, and nods. “Of 
course. If something’s happened to them, l'Il do all | can to 
help.” They arrive back at the ship and Piers helps the three 
of them onboard. “The journey’ll take a couple hours, so feel 
free to get some rest. l'Il let you Know when we're close.” 


2. vortex 


The swaying of the boat quickly lulls Rief to sleep, and a few 
hours later he awakens to the sound of knocking on the 
cabin door. “We're arriving soon!” Nowell informs him when 
he opens up. “Get your stuff and let’s go!” 


Above deck, Piers lowers the anchor and takes the orb from 
its pedestal, stashing it in his bag. The midday sun blazes 
overhead as the four of them step off the ship into the sandy 
dunes of Harapa’s shoreline. “Let’s make haste,” he says, 
turning to Rief. “You have the best knowledge of this area, 
correct? Would you like to lead?” 


“Um, okay.” It’s not as if he’s never had responsibilities 
(being the bearer of the Ice Queen stone), but Matthew had 
always been the clear leader of the group. Feeling slightly 
awkward, Rief leads them north to the cave entrance, the 
three adepts keeping enemies away with blasts of Psynergy. 
The cool air of the cave ruins is a relief for the three wearing 
heavy cloaks, but Rief notices goosebumps forming across 
Piers’ bare arms. 


Voices announce the presence of Karis and Tyrell before the 
party even spots them. The two seem to be bickering over 
something. The sound is so familiar it makes Rief smile. 
“Hello?” he calls, beckoning the others to follow him into the 
next room. 


“Hey, it’s Rief!” Tyrell bounds over, clapping him on the 
shoulder so hard it makes him wince a bit. “How’s it going, 
buddy?” 


“Tyrell!” Karis hisses, immediately giving a small bow. 
“Captain Piers, sir! It’s an honor to meet you.” 


Piers looks vaguely uncomfortable. “Oh, please, there’s no 
need for that. If anything, it’s an honor to meet you , saviors 
of Weyard.” They blush a little at that. 


“And that means you’re Rief’s sister then, right?” Tyrell asks 
Nowell. 


She nods. “Thank you for keeping my brother safe on your 
adventures.” Rief flushes and scrunches his nose. /t’s not 
like he was completely helpless! 


“Nah, it wasn’t a big deal. He pulled his own weight, that’s 
for sure. But it’s sweet that we finally get to hang out with 
you.” 


“I wouldn’t call it hanging out,” Karis interrupts. “Matthew’s 
waiting for us back home, we'd better hurry back. He’s 
keeping an eye on the vortex for the moment.” 


“Vortex?” Kraden’s expression turns serious. “Yes, let’s hurry 
at once. Tell us all you know as we head out, and please 
don’t spare any detail.” The group of six quickly makes their 
way out of the ruins, all the puzzles having already been 
solved since the last time they were there. 


“Basically we got back to the plateau and there was a huge 
Psynergy vortex right by our house,” Tyrell explains as Karis 
goes to wake up the Konpa gatekeeper. The gate rises and 
they walk through. “We checked inside but my dad and 
Isaac weren’t there. There was a bunch of stuff broken like 
they were fighting something.” 


“Or someone,” Karis adds. “Maybe it was monsters, but | 
highly doubt monsters would have left such a purposeful 
trail of destruction. All our pots and barrels were smashed, 
and the cabinets were rifled through.” Kraden hums in 
response, deep in thought. 


They pass through Carver’s Camp quickly, only sparing a 
second to admire the newly fixed bridge spanning the gap 
between the east and west sides. After a few more 
encounters in the highlands they make it to Patcher’s Place, 
and then finally they’re scaling the plateau. Nowell keeps a 
close eye on Kraden, who sports a surprising amount of 
stamina for a man his age. As they climb, the air starts to 
get thinner, and by the time they get to the top everyone is 
panting slightly. 


“Wow, look at that view,” Rief mutters, staring at the 
silhouette of Mount Aelph in the distance. Then his eyes are 
drawn to the left, and he yelps. “Yikes, that thing is huge!” 


The vortex is pulsing and hovering menacingly in the air 
next to the cliff. It dwarfs the cabin next to it, as well as all 
the previous vortexes Rief’s ever seen. A static humming 
sound is coming from it, along with the buzz of some sort of 
energy. A blonde head of hair pokes out from the second 
story window as they cautiously approach. 


“Holding down the fort okay?” Tyrell shouts up at Matthew, 
who disappears from the window only to reappear at the 
cabin door. He smiles warmly and Rief’s heart skips a beat, 
but there’s a worried look in his eyes. 


“It’s bigger,” he admits quietly. He gestures out toward the 
edge of the cliff. “I found that.” 


Everyone looks over. There’s a strange machine half-buried 
in the ground, with a large purple orb in the center of it. “It’s 
the same machine we saw in the ruins!” Nowell notes, 
shocked. Matthew nods in confirmation. 


” 


“I wonder...” Kraden murmurs, taking a cautious step 
forward. Before he can advance any closer to the machine, 
however, the orb pulses and starts to make a mechanical 
ringing noise. At the same time, the vortex begins to throb 
and expand further, the crackling energy creeping right up 
to the edge of the cliff. 


“Master, watch out!” Nowell cries, lunging forward to pull 
him back. Everyone watches with wide eyes as the machine 
sputters once, causing the vortex to reverse its growth and 
shrink back on itself slightly. 


Piers steps in front and puts his arm out to hold the others 
back. “Has this happened before?” he asks Matthew, who 
Shakes his head, looking just as confused as the rest of 
them. “And you say you’ve seen this strange device before?” 
A nod. “Hm. That stone looks like nothing lve ever 
encountered on my travels...” 


Suddenly, the vortex convulses, expanding once more. A 
clap of what sounds like thunder rocks through the valley, 
and the center of the vortex starts to darken to an almost 
pitch black. The group steps back, bracing themselves to 
run. 


A dark shape starts to emerge from the churning black. 
“Eek!” Nowell shrieks as it crawls out, collapsing into a heap 
next to the machine. A second figure leaps out after the first 


one, landing unsteadily on its feet. It has another mass in its 
arms, which it carefully places down. 


“Wait... Father?!” Karis exclaims. Sure enough, the hood of 
the person bundled up in a dark cloak on the ground has 
fallen off, exposing Ivan’s blonde locks. Karis takes a few 
steps forward, obviously wanting to run to him, but the 
figure who had been holding him puts out their hand. 


“Stay back!” They extend their other hand toward the 
machine. A large hand curled into a fist appears above it, 
hammering down and shattering the orb. The vortex 
immediately makes a whooshing noise and starts to 
dissipate. 


There’s a few gasps. “An adept?” Karis wonders. The figure 
sways on their feet before crumpling into a pile, holding 
their head in their hands. 


Before anyone can do anything two more dark shapes fly out 
of the quickly shrinking vortex, rolling into a crouch facing 
the party. “Tuaparang!” Rief brandishes his staff and glances 
over to the others. Matthew has the Sol Blade in his hands, 
while Karis and Tyrell are braced to cast Psynergy. Nowell is 
guarding Kraden. Piers is nowhere to be found. 


Karis sends a Wind Slash in the direction of the soldiers, 
knocking them both back. They recover quickly though, and 
one lunges at Tyrell with a Psy Grenade that the redhead 
knocks out of his hand. 


“Rief!” Nowell’s voice snaps Rief out of his thoughts as the 
second soldier fires a dart at him. Matthew leaps in front of 
him to block the projectile with his shield, and Rief retaliates 
by freezing the soldier in place with Frostbite. The second 
soldier falls to the ground from a well placed blow to the 
head from Tyrell. 


Matthew sends him a concerned glance. “Thanks,” Rief 
sheepishly tells him. Nowell comes up and whacks the back 
of her brother’s head. “Ow! Stop, sis!” 


“Pay attention, you idiot! What happened to your saving- 
the-world instincts?” 


“They never existed!” Rief pushes his glasses up. “Forget 
about me, what happened to Karis’ dad?” 


Piers is already crouched by the remains of the broken 
machine with the third figure’s head in his lap, having snuck 
around the cabin in order to get there. “I healed the other 
two with Ply, but they still have injuries. If you could take 
over-” 


“Dad?” Tyrell blurts. Piers had moved Garet’s body into a 
more comfortable resting position, with his face turned 
upward toward the sky. “Why...?” Nowell kneels next to him, 
focusing on using Ply. Rief joins Karis next to lvan’s body and 
wills his hands to cool, imagining his Psynergy enveloping 
the wind mage’s torso. Out of the corner of his eye, he can 
see Karis’ hands trembling slightly. 


Kraden takes a look at the person Piers is holding. “That’s 
not Isaac,” he observes. The man is deathly pale, with long, 
ratty dark brown hair and a full beard. There’s a gash across 
his cheek that’s knitting itself back together with Psynergy, 
and a scar across his left eyebrow. 


“You don’t recognize him?” Piers asks, voice soft. He looks 
up. To everyone’s shock, he’s teary-eyed and beaming. 
Kraden jumps in surprise. 


“Felix?!” 


“Uncle Felix?” Matthew leaves Tyrell’s side to crouch next to 
Piers, disbelief and confusion warring on his face. 


“No way,” Nowell whispers. “What are the odds of that?” 


Piers finishes his healing and puts his hand on Felix’s 
forehead, checking his temperature. “They’re all drained of 
Psynergy. We should get them inside for now, maybe try to 
get to Patcher’s Place in the morning. Does anyone have 
Psynergy crystals?” 


“Yeah, a couple,” Karis replies. He nods. 


“We'll give them those after they wake up.” He shifts, lifting 
Felix’s limp body up into a bridal carry. “Let’s go in.” 


After dragging Tyrell’s mattress off its frame and laying Felix 
down, Piers goes back out to get Garet, hefting him over his 
shoulder. Ivan’s light enough that Tyrell and Matthew are 
able to carry him inside. They barricade the windows with 
planks, but it’s obvious no one really feels safe after the 
attack. 


“PIL take first watch,” Piers offers. “Don’t think I'll be 
sleeping for a while, anyway.” 


With Kraden claiming the master bedroom, the girls settled 
in Karis’ room (technically a guest room, but with the 
amount of times she and Ivan come to visit it’s been 
basically hers for a while) and Tyrell taking the downstairs 
couch, that leaves Matthew to share his room with Rief. 


The blonde is unusually quiet as he gets ready for bed, even 
more so than he normally is. “Feeling alright?” Rief asks, 
taking his glasses off and leaving it next to his bedroll on 
the ground. 


“Surprised, | guess. And worried.” Matthew unravels his scarf 
and hangs it over the side of the bed, flopping down on top 
of it. He takes a deep breath, staring up at the ceiling. “My 
mom’s going to be super happy when she sees him, 
though.” 


“Oh? Your mom doesn’t live here?” He had assumed she was 
taken alongside Isaac. Matthew shakes his head. 


“She stays in Gondowan with her friend. They’re both doing 
research on where Uncle Felix could have gone.” There’s a 
beat of silence. “I’m mostly worried for my dad, though. 
Whoever took him had to take down four Warriors of Vale.” 


This is the most Rief’s ever heard Matthew talk; he’s not 
quite sure what to say. He reaches out and pats the Venus 
adept’s hand reassuringly, trying to quell the ache in his 
heart. “There’s no guarantee they fought all four at once, 
though. And we have friends in high places that’d help us if 
we needed it! Himi’s a princess, Eoleo’s the leader of 
Champa... heck, Amiti’s a king and Sveta’s a queen. We'll 
get him back, I’m sure of it.” 


Matthew looks at him for a moment, eyes a dark and stormy 
blue. Then he starts chuckling quietly. Concerned, Rief 
opens his mouth to ask what’s wrong, but Matthew cuts him 
off. “Sorry, it’s just... we’ve been travelling together for so 
long, but you and I never really chatted like this. It’s nice.” 


” 


“Well, I’m happy to chat anytime,” Rief offers, stomach 
fluttering something fierce. Matthew gives him a soft smile 
and squeezes his hand, sending his pulse skyrocketing, 
before letting go to finish making the bed. 


Rief puts out the lantern by the window and crawls into his 
sleeping bag, listening to the rustling as Matthew settles 
down. “Hey, Rief?” He hears. 


“Mhm?” There’s a moment of silence, where he thinks 
maybe Matthew’s fallen asleep. Then... 


“Thank you,” Matthew murmurs. “Sweet dreams.” 


“Sweet dreams,” Rief chirps back quietly. He smiles up into 
the darkness of the ceiling, closes his eyes and drifts off to 
sleep. 


3. tides 


Summary for the Chapter: 


When the waves recede, the shore misses their soothing 
touch, but it knows that in time it will be reunited with 
those warm waters once again. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


If Camelot could grant any wish, I'd wish for domestic 
Swampshipping. | don't care if it's "platonic life- 
partners" like how Isaac and Garet ended up but | need 
them to be tired old men together. 


“Piers, wake up.” The urgent whisper comes halfway through 
the night. Piers startles from where he had been lightly 
dozing, hunched over in his seat. His gaze flickers over to 
Felix, sitting wide-eyed and frantic in the darkness. “Where’s 
Isaac? Did he make it?” 


Piers shakes his head, and Felix curses under his breath. 
“Stupid self-sacrificing idiot!” He spits, clenching a fist in the 
blanket. “He has no idea what he’s gotten us into...” Then he 
Shakes his head. “There’s no time to waste. Alex is alive, and 
he’s working with the Tuaparang.” The dark-haired man 
attempts to get up, but winces as his knees give in. Piers 
scrambles out of his seat and over to the mattress, helping 
Felix steady himself with careful hands. 


“Hold on, you're still recovering!” He coaxes Felix into sitting 
back down. “We'll gather everyone in the morning, but until 


then, you need to rest. Here, let me take a look at your legs.” 
The other reluctantly nods and peels the blanket away from 
his lower half. There are lingering bruises along the side of 
his right knee and both calves. Piers focuses and the cool 
energy of Ply envelops the affected areas, the skin paling 
back to a normal color. “Take this, you’re drained.” He passes 
Felix a Psynergy Crystal and watches as the other crushes it 
in his fist, letting the Psynergy flow into him in small 
rivulets. “Any better?” 


“Yeah, thanks.” Felix sighs heavily and lays back down with 
a grunt. He peers over at Piers with half-lidded eyes. “So... 
what did | miss?” 


The Lemurian gives him a hollow smirk. “Well, your nephew 
helped stop the end of the world, for one.” Then, in a slightly 
gentler tone, “To be honest, this year has been the most 
exciting I’ve had in the past few decades; mostly | just sailed 
around on my own looking for anomalies...” Anything that 
could have had something to do with your disappearance, 
he thought to himself. “Did you know there’s a ghost ship up 
near Kolima Forest?” 


“I have a nephew?” Felix looks bewildered. Oh, Matthew’s 
only 16 or so, isn’t he... Piers winces and gives a hesitant 
grin. 


“Er, yeah, | forgot you wouldn’t know about him. Isaac and 
Jenna’s kid, he seems tough for his age. Got a good head on 


his shoulders, too.” The older man shrugs. “Mia, Ivan and 
Garet all have kids too. A lot of us have settled down, it feels 
like.” 


There’s a moment of quiet, filled only by the sounds of 
distant cicada songs and the creaking of the house. Felix’s 
gaze falls on him for a second before flicking away, almost 
shyly. “And what about you?” He asks quietly. 


A warm fondness blooms in Piers’ chest, tinged with a touch 
of relief. He shuffles closer on his knees, acutely aware of 
Garet and lIvan’s slumbering forms across the room. “My 
heart’s set on someone, already. Has been for a long time.” 


“25 years /s a long time,” Felix sighs, but he’s smiling. With 
one trembling hand he laces their fingers together on the 
mattress, and with the other he tenderly cups Piers’ face. 
“I'll make it up to you,” he promises, heartbreakingly 
genuine, brown eyes meeting gold. 


Instead of responding, Piers leans down to press their lips 
together through Felix’s unkempt beard, lingering for a 
moment to soak in the comforting warmth. He can feel the 
other's heartbeat, strong and steady, like the tides against 
the shore. When they finally pull apart, he buries his face in 
the other man’s chest. “I missed you so much, Fe. Not a day 
went by that | didn’t think about you.” The emotions 
bubbling up inside threaten to overwhelm him. “Even after 
all that time, | just couldn’t let go,” he confesses with a sob. 


Sweet perfect Felix lets Piers cry all over him for a good 
three minutes, softly petting the long blue hair as they lie in 
each other’s arms. “I missed you, too,” he replies quietly. 
“But | also took comfort in the fact that you weren’t there 
with me. Who knows what Alex would have done with 
Lemurian blood at his disposal...” 


The injustice of it all tears at Piers’ heart. “I won’t let him 
hurt you again,” he says fiercely through grit teeth. “I’ll stay 
up every night, if | have to. He won’t be coming near you 
again.” 


Felix huffs out a laugh, but his eyes are sad. “There’s no 
need for that anymore. To him, | was a test subject and a 
bargaining tool; the one he wanted was Isaac.” He lowers his 
gaze. “Even so... I’m not sure I can sleep just yet. Would you 
tell me more stories of your travels?” 


“Sure, Fe. Whatever you want.” Piers launches into a tale of 
how he was ambushed by a group of Gillmen while he was 
patching up a hole in the side of the ship, narrowly 
managing to defeat them with a few well-timed slashes of 
his sword. By the time he’s halfway through a Champan folk 
story he’d picked up on the sea, Felix is breathing slow and 
steady in his arms, eyes fluttering closed. 


He finishes the story and lays the other back down on the 
mattress, taking care not to wake him. Hesitation has him 
freezing for a split second, but the decision of sleeping in 
the stiff chair versus next to Felix is a no brainer. The 
blankets are warm with life, relief tinged with heartache. 
Piers worms his way closer, fingers seeking Felix’s under the 
covers. With that final reassurance, he closes his eyes and 
allows himself to drift off. 


He must have been more tired than he thought, because the 
sun is high in the sky when he awakens. Felix, Garet and 
Ivan are all absent, but he can hear voices coming from 
upstairs and the sound of running water in the bathroom, so 
he isn’t too worried. 


With a yawn and a stretch, the Lemurian gets up to go 
scrounge around in the cupboards for some food. He finds 
half a loaf of bread along with some jam in the pantry, so he 
makes a sandwich and munches on it while he waits for the 
shower to be free. A few minutes later, the water shuts off, 
and he can hear someone shuffling around near the sink. 


“Almost done?” Piers asks with a knock on the door. There’s 
the sound of a drawer opening and closing. 


“Few more minutes,” Felix replies from inside, turning on the 
sink. Piers hums and goes to grab his sword, making sure to 
pack everything for when they leave. The obvious next 
course of action is to swing by Lalivero and give Jenna and 
Felix the reunion they deserve, Sheba too. Plus, they'll need 
some backup if they’re going to rescue Isaac. 


The children come downstairs, accompanied by Garet and 
Ivan. The two light up when they see Piers awake. “Hey, long 
time no see! Thanks for helping out back there.” Garet slaps 
his shoulder with a hearty guffaw. 


“Yes, we owe all of you a great deal.” Ivan’s still pretty small- 
statured, but his eyes are sharper and wiser behind his 
glasses. “You kids have grown up, it seems.” 


Kraden shows up behind the group, using his cane to 
balance on the stairs. “Good morning!” He exclaims merrily. 
“Oh, where’s Felix?” Piers gestures toward the closed 
bathroom door. 


“I’m waiting for him to finish so | can brush my teeth.” As he 
says that, the door finally swings open and the man himself 
walks out. Piers’ jaw nearly hits the floor. “You, uh... you 
shaved,” he notices faintly. 


“The beard was getting old.” Felix smirks at him, brushing 
his arm as he walks past. “Close your mouth, Piers.” His 
beard is almost completely gone, with only a hint of stubble 
remaining, and his long dark hair is combed and tied back 
neatly. He looks positively edible. 


The Venus adept stops in front of Matthew, cocking his head. 
“Uncle Felix, it’s nice to finally meet you,” Matthew greets 


shyly. 


“So you’re my nephew, huh,” Felix says. “That’s... weird.” 
Karis snorts from across the room. “Don’t worry, l'Il get used 
to it eventually. You look just like your father.” At the 
mention of Isaac Matthew ducks his head, so Felix gives him 
a reassuring head pat. “He’s a tough guy. He'll be fine until 
we get there.” 


Piers finally manages to shut his mouth and retreats to the 
bathroom. When he’s finished with his morning routine, he 
exits to find everyone packed up and ready to go. “I think 
our plan for now is to head to Gondowan and meet up with 
Jenna and Sheba,” he announces. “Sound good?” 


“They’re going to yell at me...” Felix mutters. Then, “Alex did 
mention something about the Lighthouses. We could kill two 
birds with one stone.” Everyone else nods in agreement. 


“Then it’s settled. Let’s get back to the ship, shall we?” 
Kraden says. 


The sea is calm today , Piers thinks, watching the horizon 
with a peaceful expression on his face. It’s the first time in 
years he’s really been able to appreciate the sight for what it 
is. After all, standing at the bow of the ship is the man he’s 
been in love with for 30 years. 


As if hearing his thoughts, Felix turns with his cape billowing 
in the wind. Crowned by the sun at his back, he looks like a 
god of old against the backdrop of blue. He tilts his head 
curiously, and Piers realizes how long he’s been staring. 


Nowell’s standing against the railing off to the side, and he 
calls her over. “Do you think you could take the wheel for a 
moment? Just keep it straight,” he instructs. She follows his 
gaze and giggles. 


“Sure thing, cap.” She’s a very dependable young woman. 
Piers makes a mental note to compliment Mia on raising her 
kids. With a two-fingered salute he leaves her to the task 
and goes over to stand near Felix. Along the way, Shade 
pops into existence on Piers’ shoulder, hopping onto the 


railing to peek down at the dark water below. The Mercury 
adept smiles at the djinn’s endearing curiosity. 


Felix watches Shade play with a frown, creases appearing on 
his forehead. “I hope my djinn are okay,” he comments 
quietly. Piers waits for him to elaborate. He turns, gaze 
flitting from Piers’ eyes to his mouth, to the bridge of his 
nose. “The Tuaparang need Psynergy, lots of it. ‘S why they 
were draining me... and probably why they took Echo and 
the others. The Lighthouses are saturated with the stuff, so it 
makes sense Alex would start investigating them.” 


“Well, we'll add them to the list,” Piers says, putting a 
comforting hand on his back. “The little guys are fast... who 
knows, maybe they escaped.” 


Felix shrugs, eyes still trained on Piers’ face. “You look... 
older,” he says, changing the subject. “Why is that?” 


“Heh, well, I’m not exactly drinking from the fountain 
anymore,” Piers responds. “Lemurian blood can only take 
you so far.” He shifts closer, seeking contact, but a shout 
from Nowell stops him short. 


“Uh, do you guys see that?” Both of them turn to look where 
she’s pointing. Across the waves in the far distance is a 


Ship... in the sky. It’s a dark silhouette against the horizon, 
heading away from them. Felix lets out an audible gasp. 


“That’s a Tuaparang airship. Let’s follow them.” 


